5<S                 The Story of the Winged-S
limits of the field. During these few days I made in
all twelve " hops/1 and then decided to try again a real
flight, a complete circle in the air landing near the
place of departure.
On   Monday,  December   igth,   commencing  the
thirteenth flight in the 8-3, I took off from the usual
spot and gradually climbing,  left the field at some
eighty  to  one  hundred  feet  altitude.     I   carefully
started a right-hand turn.   The plane obeyed the con-
trols and stayed in the air excellently.    From time to
time I made small movements with the control levers
in  order  to check the  responsiveness  of the  ship.
Glancing around, I noticed that the field had already
been left behind and that the snow-covered ground
was farther below than I had ever seen it before.   My
joy, however, was again of short duration.    At first I
suspected, and then saw for certain, that the engine
was gradually losing power.   Next, I realized that the
plane was already unable to hold the altitude and was
coming down.   My piloting in this emergency was not
so bad.   Pushing the stick, I prevented the plane from
losing more speed and finally made a somewhat rough
landing which, however, the plane was strong enough
to stand.    Unfortunately, it happened to come down
on the surface of one of the ponds.   The ice was strong
enough to hold a man, but, under the impact of the
plane, it broke and the 8-3, badly damaged by the
broken ice, turned over and sank nose down.    The
pond was about four feet deep in this place, and the
trailing edges of the wings and the broken tail stayed
above the surface, while the motor lodged about two
feet below.   Sitting behind the motor, I was completely
submerged in the water, but managed to crawl out with-